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Augustus Hare,1 describing to my Father his 'Mother's'2 illness. He
gives the following affectionate words to his reminiscences of dear
old Hamish and Harnish days. Speaking of Aunt Mary, he says, 'I
remember Mrs. Matthews so weft and going to tea there, for con-
solation, the first day I was left with you. It all seems very long ago,
but so vivid still, the garden with its laurel hedges and the large elm
tree, the -dusty hot little courtyard, the romantic adventures of
climbing down by stealth into the vault under the church, persuad-
ing Mary the cook to give us little hot cakes of bread out of the
window when she was baking. Asking the French master with
Walter Arnold, "Who won the battle of Waterloo?" and being well
punished for it too, the odious Gumbleton who always pinched and
pricked me under the tablecloth, the eccentric Proby, the affectionate
little Henry, the nice Percival, Deacon Coles (who always seemed
more than grown up when he was 12 years old) and all his maiden
aunts, the delights of Kellaways, our "museum" of bits of tobacco
pipe picked up in the roads, the dressings-up on the 5th of Novem-
ber, the geography book which taught us about Crema and
Cremona (such extraordinarily obscure places!) and, oh, a hundred
thousand other things.*
Wednesday; 16 November
Last night the waning moon shone bright and cold in the East
and I had a horrible dream that I was married to Mrs. Danzey and
living as curate at Gwythian. I woke up in a cold sweat. This morn-
ing I learnt from Mrs. Venables of the death of Mrs. Augustus Hare,
She heard of it from Miss Higginson. Mrs. Augustus Hare was one
of Lady Frances Higginson's oldest friends. My Father I know will
feel her death, and poor Augustus, what will he do without her?
She has been his object in life. It was a very beautiful attachment on
both sides. Augustus has written a book in 2 Vok called Walks in
Rome. Miss Higginson sent a notice of it to Clyro. They want Mr.
G. Venables to review it in 'the Saturday'.
Thursday, 17 November
The trees blazed with the-diamonds of the melting hoar frost.
The wet village roads shone like silver below, and the market folk
1 Augustus Hare (1834-1903), author of 77*e Story of My Uje, &c., had been a pupil
at Hardenhuish Rectory of the diarist's father.
1 The lady was Hare's adoptive mother.

